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Die Walktire. Und Der Ring des 
Nibelungen. Und der Audi. 

Der Audi? Indeed. 

In the ancient city of Ingolstadt, we 
engineer cars in the context of centuries- 
old European standards. 

To us, an Audi should be an automo- 
tive virtuoso that honors its cultural 
heritage. 

To the German mind, engineering 
a high-technology automobile is an art 
form. Not a marketing expedient. 





In truth, it is a discipline requiring the 
same innovative thinking that creates 
other classic old-world artistry. 

As Wagner startled popular percep- 
tions with his bold ideas, so has Audi. 

With the unique 5-cylinder in-line gas 
engine, the pioneering of front-wheel 
drive 50 years ago, and the development 
of high-efficiency aerodynamic cars, 
Audi has given new form to the art of 
engineering. 

So while many car makers are thrash- 








ing about in search of the Lost Chord, we 
build cars in tune with the times. 
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Gerry Vichi: 


by Elenore Parker 


hen you look in the mirror, 

who do you see? Paul New- 

man? .. . Brooke Shields? 
Have you rejected a career in show busi- 
ness because you're not attractive 
enoueh?. of too old’ . . . or too fat? 

Well, think again. It may not be too 
late. Ask Gerry Vichi. The former Hollis- 
ton High School English teacher, who 
bears a greater resemblance to your 
neighborhood barber than he does to Paul 
Newman, is currently appearing on 
Broadway with Lauren Bacall and Harry 
Guardino in the musical comedy Woman o} 
the Year. 

Five years ago, after 15 years of teach- 
ing English, Vichi quit. He was approach- 
ing 40, his second marriage was breaking 
up, and with the encouragement of 
friends and co-workers, he left teaching 
and Massachusetts for theater and New 
York. 

Although he loved to act as a child, 
Vichi gave no thought to pursuing an act- 
ing career. He won a track scholarship to 
college, majored in English, and became 
an English teacher. In 1969 he was asked 
to direct a high school production. Think- 
ing that he hadn't enough experience to 


direct, he decided he should first perform 
as an actor. ‘GSEs See eee 


His debut, for which he was not paid 
was with the small Caravan Theatre / 
company in Cambridge. He rehearsed six 
hours a day, seven days a week, for 12 
weeks. Recalling this period, Vichi says, “1 
was exhausted. I was teaching all day, and 
rehearsing all night. My wife nearly had a 
nervous breakdown, because | was never 
around. He vowed, then, that if he were 
ever to act again, he would at least be 
paid for it. 

He was then cast in the Terrance 
McNally play Noon at Boston’s Craft 
Experimental Theatre. This time he was 
paid the princely sum of $10 a week. 

However, the school administration 
became upset with Gerry's acting career. 


“There was some nudity in the play,” he 
(Continued on page 25 ) 
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Handel & Haydn at Symphony Hall 


Thomas Dunn, Artistic Director 
167th Season, 1981-1982 
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Renée Santer, Hanne 
Charles Bressler, Lukas 
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Thomas Dunn, Conducting 
Joseph Haydn _ Die Jahreszeiten 
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Intermission 
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Der Winter/Winter 
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ET a Le ie, See ee ST ees 


Notes 
by Joseph Dyer 

The unparalleled success of Haydn’s first 
German oratorio, Die Schdpfung (The Creation), 
in 1798 showed that the master had conquered 
yet another genre. Approaching the age of 
seventy, he did not feel equal to a second effort 
on so grand a scale. He needed some prodding, 
and the person best fitted for this task was 
Baron Gottfried van Swieten, who had trans- 
lated into German the English libretto which 
became Die Schipfung. Diplomatic service in Ber- 
lin had turned the Baron into an admirer of 
the music of Bach and Handel. In Vienna he 
sponsored the performances of Handel’s ora- 
torios for which Mozart adapted the instru- 
mental accompaniments to late eighteenth- 
century tastes. He had earlier convinced 
Haydn that an oratorio from his pen would be 
the fitting crown to a distinguished musical 
career. 

After Die Schipfung the Baron proposed a 
second, even more ambitious project: an ora- 
torio based on a long didactic-moralistic poem, 
The Seasons, by the Scottish poet James Thom- 
son. Van Swieten had little more than modest 
skill as a librettist, and his language never 


remotely approached the glory of Haydn’s 
music. In preparing a libretto suitable for a 
musical setting he excised huge amounts of 
Thomson’s discursive, 5,000-line epic. All of 
the poet’s extensive digressions were removed 
and three characters — Hanne, Lukas and 
Simon — were added to the landscape, though 
they have little dramatic function. 

Van Swieten shaped the text into a number 
of distinctive tableau representative of each 
season: joy at the return of spring, sunrise and 
an unexpected summer storm followed by 
evening’s stillness. Autumn’s pleasures are the 
hunt and the celebration of the new vintage; 
winter's depressing chill is relieved by good fel- 
lowship around the fire. 

The first performance of Die Jahreszeiten took 
place at the Schwarzenberg Palais in Vienna on 
April 24, 1801. Van Swieten delivered the 
financial backing of his Gesellschaft der Asso- 
ciirten and guaranteed Haydn an honorarium. 
Prince Schwarzenberg was delighted to have 
an event of such significance taking place at his 
palace. Haydn conducted a fine professional 
orchestra drawn from the court and theater, 
and the imperial chapel provided part of the 
choral forces. A month later Die Jahreszeiten was 
performed at court for the first time with the 
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empress as soprano soloist. Unfortunately, the 
Viennese public did not receive the new ora- 
torio with the same enthusiasm they had be- 


stowed on Die Schipfung. The reaction in the 


_ English-speaking world was similar: Die Jahres- 
 zeiten never attained the popularity its enchant- 


ing and brilliant music deserves. 


One is struck by Haydn’s apparently effort- 
less and inexhaustible flow of melody, artless 
and sublimely elegant. The freshness of the 
images conjured up by the music of Die Jahres- 
zeiten would be a marvelous achievement for a 
young man: at the age of nearly three score 
and ten it is a creative miracle with few paral- 
lels. The magic of Haydn’s music bestowed an 


immortality on the beauties of nature in an 


agrarian, pre-industrial world which was even 


then passing away. 
After the overture, depicting the passage 


from winter to spring, Simon (a farmer), Lukas 


(a peasant) and Hanne (Simon’s daughter) 


comment on the changes taking place in the 
landscape. “Komm, holder Lenz” breaks upon 
the scene like the first gentle breezes of spring. 
Its innocent tune is surrounded with harmonic 


and contrapuntal artifices which take away 
none of its simplicity. Haydn’s affinity for 
genre scenes is evident in the song of the 


plowman (No. 4) with its delightful obbligato 
accompaniment and quotation from the “Sur- 
prise” Symphony. 

The oratorio tradition is also a religious one, 
but van Swieten altered Thomson’s invoca- 
tions in the modes of epic poetry to concepts 
consistent with the Christian view of God's 
role in nature. The first supplication addressed 
to the deity, “Sei nun gnadig” (No. 6) bears a 
resemblance to a prelude and fugue, the latter 
based on a subject akin to the “Quam olim 
Abrahae” fugue in Mozart's Requiem. 

The closing tableau of “Spring” (No. 8) 
encompasses an astonishing range of styles 
and moods. Folklike simplicity yields to delicate 
pictorial touches, and a tender prayer culminat- 
ing in a fugue which presents epigrammatic 
ideas in successive waves of ever increasing 
excitement. One of the most dramatic effects 
in the oratorio occurs at the solemn fanfares 
which introduce the words “Ewiger, mach- 
tiger” and the sudden change of key from D 
major to B-flat major. 

The “Summer” episode takes place within a 
single day, from the crowing of the cock (“des 
Tages Herold”) to the sounding of the Angelus 
bell and the appearance of the evening star. A 
shepherd gathers his flock about him and sets 


SHUTTLE OFF 
TO SEE TRE STARS 


Our exclusive shuttle gets 
you coming and going - from 
The Boston Park Plaza Hotel to 
the theatre district, and back 
again after the show. It’s free 
and available to dinner or after- 
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Cafe Rouge. And we also offer, 
at a modest charge, valet 
parking - to make your evening 
completely trouble-free. 

But the real inducement to 
dine with us is The Cafe Rouge 
itself. Antique brass, revolving 
fans, tropical greenery - and 


Operated by Hotels of Tradition, Inc 





attentive service - surround 

you. A complete dinner menu 

or special theatre menu await you. 
The Cafe Rouge - where the 

spirit of yesteryear lasts till 

the early hours of tomorrow. 


For reservations call 
(617) 426-2000. 
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out in the grey light of dawn as a horn echoes 
from hillside to hillside (No. 10). Greeted by a 
solemn hymn of praise (No. 11), the sun rises, 
“shining in glorious beauty.” This tribute is 
directed to the Creator by the soloists, but the 
chorus recommences its hymn to the “source 
of life and light” with new and more florid 
counterpoints. 

The oppressive heat of the noonday sun 
brings life to a standstill, and a hush descends 
over the summer landscape before the roar of 


thunder announces the coming of a storm (No. 


17). Trills and sudden rushes of sound in the 
orchestra and terrified outbursts from the 
chorus are followed by a fugue (“Erschiittert 
wankt die Erde”) on a relentlessly descending 
subject. The reassuring sounds of a peaceful 
night diffuse over an earth washed by cooling 
rain as the clouds part and the evening star 
appears (No. 18). 

“Autumn” is introduced by a recitative de- 
scribing the bounteous harvest. Then van 
Swieten presented Haydn with a difficult task: 
to compose a paean to industry (Thomson’s 
word) and the virtues of noble toil. At first 
Haydn balked at the idea, but finally produced 


a workmanlike tribute to labor and its rewards. 


The most memorable images of “Autumn” are 
the genre scenes: young people enjoying them- 
selves with innocent pastimes, the exhilaration 
of the hunt and a boisterous village wine festi- 
val. The latter two episodes contain some of 
the finest music Haydn ever wrote. Regretta- 
bly, van Swieten’s plodding insensitivity and 
lack of poetic spark are again in evidence. 

The two principal episodes of “Autumn,” the 
hunt and the wine festival, had to be invented 
by van Swieten, since they do not occur in 
Thomson’s poem. Thomson despised the 
“falsely cheerful, barbarous game of death” 
and alluded only briefly to viticulture and a 
drunken peasant revel. Haydn shared van 
Swieten’s enthusiasm for hunting, however, 
and wrote with obvious relish a bustling 
huntsman’s song (No. 24). Then the cornure de 
quéte rings out, signalling the beginning of a 
chase with horse and hounds. Throughout this 
long and exciting tableau (No. 26) Haydn 
inserted well known French and Austrian 
hunting signals to which the chorus responds. 
The result is electrifying, if somewhat 
bloodthirsty. 

No less robust is the festival of the new 
wine, heady and intoxicating as it comes from 
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the fermentation vats. The lusty vigor of this 
section, “Juhhe, der Wein ist da” (No. 28), rests 
on a solidly crafted musical plan which sup- 
ports the ever mounting excitement. Country 
musicians make their own contributions to the 
tipsy merrymaking with pipe and tabor, fiddle, 
hurdy-gurdy and bagpipe. 

Though Haydn appreciated the joy of the 
peasants in “Autumn,” he must have 
approached “Winter” with yet deeper insight. 
Winter is the symbol of death, and Haydn was 
aware that he had not many more years to 
enjoy the world he had depicted in such vivid 
and compassionate terms in Die Jahreszeiten. 
Winter is also the time of nature’s contraction, 
of the traveller weary from cold and exhaus- 
tion, of cozy scenes around a blazing fire. Van 
Swieten took the text of the spinning song 
(No. 34) from a poem by Gottfried August 
Burger and translated the little pastourelle (No. 
36) from a French opéra comique. It tells the con- 
ventional story of a shepherdess accosted by a 
knight who finds himself outwitted by the 
clever maid. 

Thomson and van Swieten draw a heavy 
handed and rather obvious “moral” from this 
gloomiest of the seasons: that after drinking 


deeply of life’s pleasures “only virtue lasts.” 
(H.C. Robbins Landon has drawn attention to 
a quotation from the slow movement of 
Mozart’s g-minor symphony, K. 550, in 
Simon’s aria (No. 38). In this context, following 
the words “schon welkt dein Herbst,” it is an 
especially poignant final tribute to a dear 
friend who left this life before his time.) Die 
Jahreszeiten closes with a vision of supreme 
splendor and the dawn of eternal spring. This 
magnificent chorus borrows from the heritage 
of Handel, but Die Jahreszeiten also breaks new _ 
ground for the coming age of Romanticism. 
Beethoven’s “Pastoral” Symphony distills the 
essence of Haydn’s oratorio. Mendelssohn, 
Meyerbeer, Weber and even Wagner dipped 
into Die Jahreszeiten’s rich treasure of ideas. 

Shortly after the Schwarzenberg Palais pre- 
miere of the oratorio, Haydn drew up his will, 
sensing that he had fatally overtaxed his phys- 
ical strength by completing this massive work. 
Two more great orchestral Masses were yet to 
be written, but the jewels had already been 
deposited in his legacy. Die Jahreszeiten is surely 
one of them. 
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ingredients, lightness of sauces, artistry of presentation...A veal chop was of 
unexcelled quality, perfectly broiled and served in a golden sauce, gently flavored 


with three kinds of mustard.” 
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Orchestra 


Flute 
Randolph Bowman 
Chris Krueger 


Oboe 
Peggy Pearson 
Raymond Toubman 


Clarinet 
William Wrzesien 
Edward Avedisian 


Bassoon 
Donald Bravo 
Richard Sharp 


Contrabassoon . 
Judith Bedford 


Horn 

David Hoose 
Jean Rife 
Pamela Paikin 
Sylvia Alimena 


Chorus 


Steven Berke 
Celia Bernens 
Catherine Bowers 
Thomas Bridge 
Susan Chapman 
Phyllis Clark 
Pamela Dellal 
John Douglas 
Lynne Hoffman Engel 
Lawrence Evans 
Tony Francalangia 
George E. Geyer 
Peter Gibson 


Trumpet 

John Schnell 
Randolph Croley 
Greg Whitaker 


Trombone 
Paul Gay 
John Huling 
Mark Rohr 


Timpani 
Dennis Sullivan 


Percussion 
Braham Dembar 


Piano 
Gary Wedow 


Violin I 
Gerald Tarack 
concertmaster 
Valerie Kuchment 
Elizabeth Field 
Lisa Crockett 
Joseph Conte 
Takako Masame 


William Gray 
Rosalie Griesse 
Rosemarie Grout 
Tom Hall 

Malcolm Halliday 
Hastings Henderson 
Richard Houston 
Sandra LaBarge-Neumann 
Dale Macurdy 

Julie McSorley 
Sonya Merian 

Allyn Muth 


Violin II 
Mowry Pearson 
Judith Gerratt 
Velda Kelly 
Martha Edwards 
Elsa Miller 


Viola 

Endel Kalam 
Barbara Kroll 
Katherine Murdock 
Paul Cortese 


Violoncello 
Bruce Coppock 
George Seaman 
Corinne Flavin 
Rebecca Seiver 


Double Bass 
Thomas Coleman 
Timothy Pitts 


Kay Nicholson 
Walter Norden 
Eleanor Osborne 
Keith Owens 
William Parke 
Fritz Robertson 
Darnelle Scarbrough 
Linda Terry 

Tom Tomasovic 
Jayne West 

Olive Woodward 
Ethelwyn Worden 
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Soloists 





Renée Santer Soprano 

Boston Symphony Orchestra 

Berkshire Music Center, 
Vocal Fellow 

Santa Fe Opera | 

Franz Schubert Institute Prize 
Winner, Vienna, 1981 





Charles Bressler Tenor 
Orchestre de Paris 
New York Philharmonic 
New York Pro Musica 
Santa Fe Opera 





William Parker Baritone 
Houston Grand Opera 
Santa Fe Opera 
Tulsa Opera 
First Prize Winner, Kennedy 
Center — Rockefeller Foundation 


International Vocal Competition, 1979 


HANDEL AND HAYDN SOCIETY 


Thomas Dunn, Music Director 


Joseph Haydn 


DIE JAHRESZEITEN 


Der Frihling / Spring 


Der Sommer / Summer 
Intermission 


Der Herbst / Autumn 


Der Winter / Winter 


THE SEASONS 


Text by Gottfried van Swieten 
after the poem of James Thomson 
Translation by Thomas Dunn 


SPRING 


I. OVERTURE AND RECITATIVE 
(The Overture paints the passage of Winter to Spring) 


Seht, wie der strenge Winter flieht! Zum fernen Pole zieht er hin. Ihm folgt auf seinen Ruf der wilden 
Stirme brausend Heer mit grasslichem Geheul. 

Seht, wie vom schroffen Fels der Schnee in triben Stromen sich ergiesst! 

Seht, wie von Siiden her, durch laue Winde sanft gelockt, der Frihlingsbote streicht! 


See how harsh Winter flees! To the distant poles he retreats. There follows at his call the raging com- 
pany of fierce storms with monstrous howling. 

See how the snow pours down in muddy torrents from the precipices! 

See, from the south, allured by gentle breezes, Spring rushes in! 4 


II. CHORUS OF COUNTRY PEOPLE 


Komm, holder Lenz! Come, gracious Spring! 
des Himmels Gabe, komm! Gift of Heaven, come! 
aus ihrem Todesschlaf erwecke die Natur! From the sleep of death let Nature awake! 
Er nahet sich, der holde Lenz. The gracious Spring is coming; 
Schon fiihlen wir den linden Hauch, We feel his gentle breath already; 
bald lebet alles wieder auf. All things may live again! 
Frohlocket ja nicht allzu frih! Be joyful none too soon! 
oft schleicht in Nebel eingehillt For often, wrapp’d in fog, 
der Winter wohl zuriick, Winter can creep back 
und streut auf Blit und Keim And spread his stiffening poison 
sein starres Gift. On bud and flower. 
Komm, holder Lenz, Come, gracious Spring, 
des Himmels Gabe, komm! Gift of Heaven, come! 
Auf unsre Fluren senke dich, Sink into our fields, 
und weile langer nicht. Come, wait no longer! 


Ill. RECITATIVE 


Vom Widder strahlet jetzt die helle Sonn auf uns herab. Nun weichen Frost und Dampf, und schweben 
laue Dunst umher; der Erde Busen ist gelost; erheitert ist die Luft. 


From the Ram the bright sun shines on us now. Frost and cold are softened, and a gentle haze hovers 
in the air. Earth’s bosom is released; the air grows cheerful. 


IV. ARIA (Simon) 


Schon eilet froh der Ackermann Early goes the plowman 

zur Arbeit auf das Feld, To work his fields; 

in langen Furchen schreitet er In lengthy furrows he guides the plow 
dem Pfluge flotend nach. And whistles himself a tune. 

In abgemessnem Gange dann In measured movement, . 
wirft er den Samen aus, He sows his seed, 

den birgt der Acker treu und reift The good soil covers it; soon it will ripen 
ihn bald zur goldnen Frucht. Into golden fruit. 


V. RECITATIVE 


Der Landmann hat sein Werk vollbracht, und weder Mth noch Fleiss gespart. Den Lohn erwartet er 
aus Handen der Natur, und fleht darum den Himmel an. 


The farmer now has done his work, sparing neither toil nor weariness. The reward he awaits from 
Nature, and prays Heaven for it. 


VI. TRIO AND CHORUS: LITANY 


Sei nun gnadig, milder Himmel! 
Offne dich und traufe Segen 
iiber unser Land herab! 


Lass deinen Tau die Erde wassern! 
Lass Regenguss die Furchen tranken! 
Lass deine Liifte wehen sanft, 

Lass deine Sonne scheinen hell! 


Uns spriesset Uberfluss alsdann, 
und deiner Gite Dank und Ruhm. 


Be gracious, generous Heaven! 
Open, and pour thy blessing 
On our land below! 


Let thy dew wash the earth! 
Let thy rainfall give the furrows drink! 
Let thy breezes gently blow, 
And let thy sun shine bright! 


Let abundance bud for us then, 
And thanks and praise flow for thy goodness! 


VII. RECITATIVE 


ErhOrt ist unser Flehn; der laue West erwarmt und fillt die Luft mit feuchten Dinsten an. 
Sie haufen sich, nun fallen sie und giessen in der Erde Schoss den Schmuck und Reichtum der Natur. 


Our prayer is heard: the gentle west grows warm and the air fills with humid haze. 
It gathers, and now rain falls and pours down Nature’s riches and beauty on earth’s bosom. 


VIII. SONG OF JOY (with alternating Youth Choruses) 


O wie lieblich ist der Anblick 
der Gefilde jetzt! 

Kommt, ihr Madchen, lasst uns wallen 
auf der bunten Flur! 

Kommt, ihr Bursche, lasst uns wallen 
zu dem griinen Hain! 


Seht die Lilie, seht die Rose, seht die Blumen all! 
Seht die Auen, seht die Wiesen, seht die Felder all! 
Seht die Erde, seht die Wasser, seht die helle Luft! 
Alles lebet, alles schwebet, alles reget sich. 


Seht die Lammer, wie sie springen! 
Seht die Fische, welch Gewimmel! 
Seht die Bienen, wie sie schwarmen! 
Seht die Vogel, welch Geflatter! 


Welche Freude, welche Wonne, schwellet unser 
Herz! 

Siisse Triebe, sanfte Reize heben unsre Brust! 

Was ihr fiihlet, was euch reizet, ist des Schopfers 
Hauch. 

Lasst uns ehren, lasst uns loben, lasst uns preisen 
ihn! 

Lasst erschallen, ihm zu danken, eure Stimmen 
hoch! 


Ewiger, machtiger, giitiger Gott! 
Von deinem Segensmahle 
hast du gelabet uns. 
Vom Strome deiner Freuden 
hast du getrdnket uns. 


Ehre, Lob und Preis sei dir, 
ewiger, machtiger, giitiger Gott! 


O how lovely is the sight 
of the open country! 
Come, ye maids, let us wander 
through the many-colored fields! 
Come, lads, let us wander 
to the green groves! 


See the lilies, see the roses, see all the flowers! 
See the meadows, see the fields, see the pastures! 
See the earth, see the water, see the sparkling air! 
Everything’s alive, everything floats, 

everything’s in motion. 


See the lambs, how they spring! 
See the fish, what a school! 
See the bees, what a swarm! 
See the birds, what a flock! 


What joy, what bliss swells in our hearts! 


Sweet motives, gentle impulses stir our breast. 

What you feel, what moves you, is the Creator’s 
breath! 

Let us honor him, let us praise him, let us worship 
him! 

Let your voices be lifted up in thanking him! 


Eternal, mighty, merciful God, 

From thine abundant table 
Thou hast satisfied us. 

From the streams of thy joys 
Thou hast given us drink! 


Honor, praise and thanks be unto thee, 
Eternal, mighty, merciful God! 


SUMMER 


IX. OVERTURE AND RECITATIVE 
(The Overture paints the dawn of day) 


In grauem Schleier riickt heran das sanfte Morgenlicht; mit lahmen Schritten weicht vor ihm die trage 


Nacht zuriick. 


Zu dustren Hohlen flieht der Leichenvégel blinde Schar, ihr dumpfer Klageton beklemmt das bange 


Herz nicht mehr. 


Des Tages Herold meldet sich; mit scharfem Laute rufet er, zu neuer Tatigkeit den ausgeruhten 


Landmann auf. 


In the gray haze the gentle light of morning first appears; with halting step sluggish night retreats 


before it. 


To their dismal caves blind ravens fly; their ghostly moaning frightens the heart no more. 
The herald of day announces himself: with piercing tone he calls the rested farmer to his chores. 


X. ARIA AND RECITATIVE (Simon and Jane) 


Der muntre Hirt versammelt nun 
die frohen Herden um sich her; 
zur fetten Weid auf griinen Hohn, 
treibet er sie langsam fort. 


Nach Osten blickend steht er dann 
auf seinem Stabe hingelehnt, 

zu sehn den ersten Sonnenstrahl, 
welchem er entgegenharrt. 


The cheerful shepherd gathers 
His happy flock about him; 
To rich pasture land 

He sends them slowly forth. 


Then looking east, he stops 

And leans upon his crook 

To catch the first rays of the sun, 
Which he patiently awaits. 


Die Morgenrote bricht hervor, wie Rauch verflieget das leichte Gew6lk. Der Himmel pranget im hellen 


Azur, der Berge Gipfel im feurigen Gold. 


The morning sunrise breaks; the nimble clouds disperse like smoke. Heaven shines bright azure, the 


mountain peaks in fiery gold. 


Sie steigt herauf, die Sonne, 

sie naht, sie kommt, sie strahlt. 
Sie scheint in herrlicher Pracht, 
in flammender Majestat! 


Heil, o Sonne, Heil! 

des Lichts und Lebens Quelle, Heil! 
O du, des Weltalls Seel und Aug, 
der Gottheit, schonstes Bild! 

Dich griissen dankbar wir! 


Wer spricht sie aus, die Freuden alle, 
die deine Huld in uns erweckt? 

Wer zahlet sie, die Segen alle, 

die deine Mild’ auf uns ergiesst? 


Die Freuden! O wer spricht sie aus? 
Die Segen! O wer zahlet sie! 

Dir danken wir, was uns ergotzt. 

Dir danken wir, was uns belebt. 

Dir danken wir, was uns erhalt. 

Dem Schopfer aber danken wir, 

was deine Kraft vermag. 

Dir jauchzen alle Stimmen, 

dir jauchzet die Natur. 


XI. TRIO AND CHORUS 


The sun climbs up, it mounts the skies, 
It comes still closer, casting its rays, 
Shining in glorious beauty, 

A flaming majesty on high! 


Hail, O Sun, all hail! 

Welcome, thou light and life-giver! 
Thee, the soul and eye of the universe, 
Fair reflection of the Creator, 
Thankfully we welcome. 


Who can tell of all thy joys 
And noble graces instilled in us? 
Who can count the blessings 
Thy goodness pours out for us? 


The joys, who can tell of them? 

The blessings, who can number them? 
We thank thee for what delights us. 
We thank thee for what revives us. 

We thank thee for what sustains us. 
But we thank the Creator 

For what thy power permits us. 

To thee all voices shout for joy; 

In thee all nature laughs. 


XII. RECITATIVE 


Nun regt und bewegt sich alles umher, ein buntes Gewthl bedecket die Flur. Dem braunen Schnitter 
neiget sich der Saaten wallende Flut, die Sense blitzt, da sinkt das Korn; doch steht es bald und aufgehauft 


in festen Garben wieder da. 


Die Mittagssonne brennet jetzt in voller Glut, und giesst durch die entwolkte Luft ihr machtiges Feur 
in Str6men hinab. Ob den gesengten Flachen schwebt in niederm Qualm ein blendend Meer von Licht und 


Widerschein. 


All now moves with life; a cheerful crowd covers the meadows. The welling tide of ripened crops are 
bending beyond the reaper. The scythe flashes, and the grain sinks down, but soon is piled up again in 


standing sheaves. 


Now the noonday sun is blazing in full heat, pouring its power through the cloudless sky in streams 
of light, Over the scorched plains there arises from below thick smoke — a dazzling sea of light and reflec- 


tion. 


Dem Druck erlieget die Natur. 


Welke Blumen, diirre Wiesen, trockne Quellen, 


alles zeigt der Hitze Wut, 


und kraftlos schmachten Mensch und Tier 


am Boden hingestreckt. 


XIII. CAVATINA (Lucas) 


Nature dies under the weight. 
Withered blossoms, parched fields, dried-up springs, 
All show the heat’s fury, 
And man and beast, drained of strength, 
Stretch out along the ground. 


XIV. RECITATIVE 


Willkommen jetzt, o dunkler Hain, wo der bejahrten Eiche Dach den kiihlenden Schirm gewahrt, und 
wo der schlanken Espe Laub mit leisem Gelispel rauscht! 

Am weichen Moose rieselt da in heller Flut der Bach, und frohlich summend irrt und wirrt die bunte 
Sonnenbrut. 

Der Krauter reinen Balsamduft verbreitet Zephyrs Hauch, und aus dem nahen Busche tént des jungen 
Schafers Rohr. 


How welcome then a shaded grove, where the shade of ageless oaks gives cool protection, and where 
slender aspen leaves rustle in gentle whispers! 

Through soft moss ripples a brook in sparkling stream, and a swarm of butterflies buzzes back and 
forth. 

The spicy smell of balsam trees spreads out on Zephyr’s breath, while from the nearby thicket the 
shepherd’s reedy pipe is speaking. 


XV. ARIA (Jane) 


O what comfort for the senses! 
What rest for the heart! 
Refreshment courses 
Through every nerve and capillary. 


Welche Labung fiir die Sinne! 
Welch’ Erholung fiir das Herz! 
Jeden Aderzweig durchstromet, 
und in jeder Nerve bebt erquickendes 
Gefuhl. 


Die Seele wachet auf zu reizendem Genuss, The soul awakes to the stimulation, 
und neue Kraft erhebt durch milden Drang And, with gentlest pressure, new strength revives 
die Brust. the soul. 


XVI. RECITATIVE 


Oseht! Es steiget in der schwulen Luft am hohen Saume des Gebirgs von Dampf und Dunst ein 
fahler Nebel auf. Empor gedrangt dehnt er sich aus, und hullet bald den Himmelsraum in schwarzes Dunkel 
ein. 

Hort, wie vom Tal ein dumpf Gebriill den wilden Sturm verktind’t! Seht, wie von Unheil schwer, die 
finstre Wolke langsam zieht, und drohend auf die Ebne sinkt! 

In banger Ahnung stockt das Leben der Natur. Kein Tier, kein Blatt beweget sich, und Todesstille 
herrscht umher. 


Behold, on the mountain top arising in the sultry air a pale fog of mist and haze. It climbs aloft, 
spreading out, enveloping the heavens in blackness. 

Hear from the valley the muffled roar foretelling a fierce storm! See the troublous clouds drawing 
slowly nearer, threatening the plains! 

In anxious presentiment Nature stands stock still: Nota leaf, not a creature moves; deathly silence 
reigns. 


XVII. CHORUS 


Ach! das Ungewitter naht! Help! the cloud burst nears! | 


Hilf uns, Himmel! 
O wie der Donner rollt! 
O wie die Winde toben! 
Wo fliehn wir hin? 


Flammende Blitze durchwihlen die Luft; 
den zackigen Keilen berstet die Wolke, 
und Giisse stiirzen herab. 


Wo ist Rettung! 
Witend rast der Sturm. 
Himmel, hilf uns! 

Weh uns Armen! 


Der weite Himmel entbrennt. 
Schmetternd krachen Schlag auf Schlag 
die schweren Donner fiirchterlich. 
Erschiittert wankt die Erde 

bis in des Meeres Grund. 


Heaven help us! 

How the thunder rolls! 
How the wind is gusting! 
Where can we take shelter? 


Flashing lightning splits the clouds, 
And torrents pour down. 


Where is shelter? 

Furiously on the storm rages. 
Woe unto us! 

Heaven help us! 


The sky is ablaze 

As blow on blow, 

The deafening thunder crashes upon us. 
Embattled earth quakes 

To the very ocean’s floor. 


XVIII. TRIO WITH CHORUS 


Die dustren Wolken trennen sich; The gloomy clouds now part; 
gestillet ist der Sturme Wut. The madness of the storm is stilled. 
Vor ihrem Untergange In its setting, 
blickt noch die Sonn’ empor, The sun shines forth again, 
und von dem letzten Strahle glanzt And, with its dying beams, 
mit Perlenschmuck geziert die Flur. Makes pearls of raindrops to grace the fields. 
Zum lang gewohnten Stalle kehrt, The cattle move back refreshed and full 
gesatigt und erfrischt, das fette Rind zurtick. To their accustomed Stalls. 
Dem Gatten ruft die Wachtel schon. The quail is calling to his mate 
Im Grase zirpt die Grille froh. And crickets chirp in the grass. 
Und aus dem Sumpfe quakt der Frosch. From the marshes croak the frogs. 
Die Abendglocke tont. The Angelus is tolling. 
Von oben winkt der helle Stern Above the stars are twinkling, 
und ladet uns zur sanften Ruh. Bidding us to gentle rest. 
Madchen, Bursche, Weiber, kommt! Lads and lasses, matrons, come, 
unser wartet siisser Schlaf, Sweet sleep invites us, 
wie reines Herz, gesunder Leib, As is given the pure of heart, the healthy body — 
und Tages Arbeit ihn gewahrt. Reward for the day’s labor. 
Wir gehn, wir folgen euch. We come, we follow. 

Intermission 

AUTUMN 


XIX. OVERTURE AND RECITATIVE 
(The Overture depicts the husbandman’s satisfaction at the abundant harvest) 


Was durch seine Bltite der Lenz zuerst versprach, was durch seine Warme der Sommer reifen hiess, 
zeigt der Herbst in Fille dem frohen Landmann jetzt. 

Den reichen Vorrat fiihrt er nun auf hochbeladnen Wagen ein. Kaum fasst der weiten Scheune Raum, 
was ihm sein Feld hervorgebracht. 

Sein heitres Auge blickt umher, es misst den aufgettirmten Segen ab, und Freude str6mt in seine Brust. 


What in springtime’s blossoms was promised, what through its warmth Summer brought to ripeness, 
now Autumn gives the happy husbandman in abundance. 

He heaps the rich bounty high on wagons; scarcely is there room in the barns for what his fields have 
given back. 

He looks around his accumulated bounty with pleased eye, and joy fills his heart to the brim. 


XX. TRIO WITH CHORUS 


So lohnet die Natur den Fleiss, Thus Nature rewards honest toil; 


ihn ruft, ihn lacht sie an, It calls, shows favor, 
ihn muntert sie durch Hoffnung auf, Encourages with hope, 
ihm steht sie willig bei, And stands ready to produce 
ihm wirket sie, mit voller Kraft. In fullest measure. 
Von dir, o Fleiss, kommt alles Heil. From thee, O labor, flows every blessing. 
Die Hiitte, die uns schirmt, The houses which shelter us, 
die Wolle, die uns deckt, The clothing which covers us, 
Die Speise, die uns nahrt, The food which refreshes us, 
ist deine Gab, ist dein Geschenk. These are thy gifts to us. 
O Fleiss, o edler Fleiss, O labor, noble toil, 
von dir kommt alles Heil. from thee comes every blessing. 
Du flossest Tugend ein, Virtue flows from thee, 
und rohe Sitten milderst du. and coarse manners are polished, 
Du wehrest Laster ab, You ward off vice, 
und reinigest der Menschen Herz. and purify mankind. 
Du starkest Mut und Sinn You strengthen courage and will 
zum Guten und zu jeder Pflicht. for good or duty. 


XXI. RECITATIVE 


Seht, wie zum Haselbusche dort die rasche Jugend eilt! An jedem Aste schwinget sich der Kleinen 
lose Schar, und der bewegten Staud entstiirzt gleich Hagelschau’r die lockre Frucht. 

Hier klimmt der junge Bau’r den hohen Stamm entlang die Leiter flink hinauf. Vom Wipfel der ihn 
deckt, sieht er sein Liebchen nahn, und ihrem Tritt entgegen fliegt dann im trauten Scherze die runde Nuss 
herab. 

Im Garten stehn um jeden Baum die Madchen gross und klein, dem Obste, das sie klauben, an frischer 
Farbe gleich. 


See, to the hazelwood trees the boys have run! They chin themselves on the boughs which rain down 


hazelnuts like hail-stones. 


Against the trunk the young farmer sets his ladder and nimbly climbs it. From the treetop hidden in 


the leaves he sees his beloved and throws a nut at her feet in intimate jest. 


In the garden the girls are standing around the trees, each, fat or thin, the sprightly color of the fruit 


she is picking. 


XXII. DUET (Lucas and Jane) 


Ihr Schénen aus der Stadt, kommt her! 
Blickt an die T6chter der Natur, 

die weder Putz noch Schminke ziert. 
Da seht mein Hannchen, seht! 


Ihr bluht Gesundheit auf den Wangen, 
im Auge lacht Zufriedenheit, 
und aus dem Munde spricht das Herz, 
wenn sie mir Liebe schwort. 


Ihr Herrchen siiss und fein, bleibt weg! 
hier schwinden eure Kiinste ganz, 

und glatte Worte wirken nicht, 

man gibt euch kein Gehor. 


Nicht Gold, nicht Pracht kann uns verblenden, 
ein redlich Herz ist, was uns ruhrt, 

und meine Wiinsche sind erfiillt, 

wenn treu mir Lukas ist. 


Blatter fallen ab, 
Frichte welken hin, 
Tag und Jahr vergehn, 
nur meine Liebe nicht. 


Schoner grint das Blatt, 
susser schmeckt die Frucht, 
heller glanzt der Tag, 

wenn deine Liebe spricht. 


Welch ein Gliick ist treue Liebe! 

unsre Herzen sind vereinet, 

trennen kann sie Tod allein. 
Liebstes Hannchen! 
Bester Lukas! 


Lieben und geliebet werden 
ist der Freuden hochster Gipfel, 
ist des Lebens Wonn und Gliick! 


Ye beauties of the town, come here! 
See the daughters of the field 

Whom neither art nor skill adorn. 
Behold my Jane. 


She blooms with health in her cheeks, 
Her eyes laugh happiness; 

Her heart speaks on her lips 

When she vows her love to me. 


Ye gentlemen so sweet and fine, stay away! 
Your false wiles are vain, 

Your polished words 

Will go unheeded. 


No gold nor finery will dazzle us. 
An honest heart will move us, 
And all my wishes will come true 
When Lucas is faithful. 


Leaves fall, 

Fruit withers, 

Days and years pass away, 
But not my love. 


Greener grows the leaf, 
Sweeter tastes the fruit, 
The day shines brighter 
When love speaks. 


What fortune is true love! 

Our hearts are united; 

Death alone can part us. 
Beloved Jane! 
Dearest Lucas! 


To love and be loved 
Is the highest peak of joy, 
Life’s best fortune and bliss! 


XXIII. RECITATIVE 


Nun zeiget das entblosste Feld der ungebetnen Gaste Zahl, die an den Halmen Nahrung fand, und 
irrend jetzt sie weiter sucht. Des kleinen Raubes klaget nicht der Landmann, der ihn kaum bemerkt; dem 
Ubermasse wiinscht er doch nicht ausgestellt zu sein. Was ihn dagegen sichern mag, sieht er als Wohltat an, 
und willig frodhnt er dann zur Jagd, die seinen guten Herrn ergotzt. 


Now the new-mown fields disclose a number of univited guests, who found food on the stalks, and 
now are seeking far and wide. The farmer does not complain about such little thieves; he scarcely notices 
them: it is the abundance he wishes not to be stolen. Whatever may make it safe he considers good, and he 
is a willing slave to the hunt, which delights his lord. 


XXIV. ARIA (Simon) 


Seht auf die breiten Wiesen hin! 
seht, wie der Hund im Grase streift! 
am Boden suchet er die Spur, 

und geht ihr unablassig nach. 


Jetzt aber reisst Begierd ihm fort! 

er horcht auf Ruf und Stimme nicht mehr. 
Er eilet zu haschen, da stockt sein Lauf, 
nun steht er unbewegt wie Stein. 


Dem nahen Feinde zu entgehn, 

erhebt der scheue Vogel sich, 

doch rettet ihn nicht schneller Flug. 

Es blitzt, es knallt, ihn erreichet das Blei, 
und wirft ihn tot aus der Luft herab. 


See yonder in the open meadow 
How the hound patrols. 

He seeks the scent upon the ground; 
Ceaselessly he roams. 


Now instinct impels him; 

He heeds command no more; 
He hastes to conquest — 
And stands still as stone. 


To escape his enemy 

The frightened bird flies up; 

But swiftest flight can’t save him now; 

A flash — a shot — the bullet finds its mark, 
And flings him dead from sky to ground. 


XXV. RECITATIVE 


Hier treibt ein dichter Kreis die Hasen aus dem Lager auf. Von allen Seiten hingedrangt, hilft ihnen 
keine Flucht. Schon fallen sie, und liegen bald in Reihen freudig hingezahlt. 


Now the hares must leave their hiding places. Hemmed in from all sides, they have no escape. Soon 


they lie neatly in rows, and cheerfully are counted. 


XXVI. CHORUS OF HUNTERS 


Hort das laute Geton, 

das dort im Walde klinget! 

Es ist der gellenden Horner Schall, 
der gierigen Hunde Gebelle. 


Schon flieht der aufgesprengte Hirsch; 
ihm rennen die Doggen und Reiter nach. 
Er flieht! er springt! 

O wie er sich streckt! 


Da bricht er aus den Gestrauchen hervor, 
und lauft tiber Feld in das Dickicht hinein! 
Jetzt hat er die Hunde getduscht; 
zerstreuet schwarmen sie umher. 


Tajo! Tajo! Der Jager Ruf, 

der Horner Klang‘versammelt aufs neue sie. 

Ho! Tajo! Tajo! 

Mit doppeltem Eifer stitirzet nun der Haufe 
vereint auf die Fahrte los. 


Von seinen Feinden eingeholt, 

an Mut und Krdaften ganz erschopft 
erlieget nun das schnelle Tier. 

Sein nahes Ende ktndet an 

des tonenden Erzes Jubellied, 

der freudigen Jager Siegeslaut: 
Halali! Halali! 


Hear the noisy sound 

That sets the forest ringing — 
The braying horn, 

The eager, bugling hounds. 


Already the leaping stag has fled 

With hounds and horses in hot pursuit. 
He runs, he flees! How he leaps! 
How he stretches himself! 


Now he breaks out of the brush 

And runs through the fields into the thicket. 
He has tricked the hounds! 

They scatter and stray — the pack is broken up. 


Tayo! tayo! The hunters’ cries, 

The crackling horns rally them again. 

Tayo! ho! tayo! 

With doubled zeal the pack picks up the scent. 


Surrounded by his enemies, 

Exhausted in strength and courage, 
Behold, the fleet deer dies. 

His death a song proclaims: 

A song of joy the brasses sing, 

A song of victory the happy hunters shout: 
Hurray! Hurray! 


XXVIII. RECITATIVE 


Am Rebenstocke blinket jetzt die helle Traub in vollem Safte, und ruft dem Winzer freundlich zu, dass 
er zu lesen sie, nicht weile. Schon werden Kuf und Fass zum Hiigel hingebracht, und aus den Hiitten stromet 


zum frohen Tagewerke das muntre Volk herbei. 


Seht, wie den Berg hinan von Menschen alles wimmelt! Hort, wie der Freudenton von jeder Seit 
erschallet! Die Arbeit fordert lachender Scherz vom Morgen bis zum Abend hin, und dann erhebt der 


brausende Most die Frohlichkeit zum Lustgeschrei. 


On the vines the juicy grapes are hanging full ripe; they cry out to the vintner to be gathered without 
delay. Soon barrels and vats are brought to the mountainside, and from the houses joyful people stream out 


to join in the happy work. 


The mountain is aswarm with people. Hear the joyful cries ringing from every side. The work calls 
forth many a joke from morn to night, and the fermenting new wine raises the happiness to shouts of joy. 


XXVIII. CHORUS 


Juhhe, juhhe! der Wein ist da, 
die Tonnen sind gefiillt, 

nun lasst uns frohlich sein, 

aus vollem Halse schrein! 


Lasst uns trinken! 

trinket, Briider, lasst uns frdhlich sein. 
Lasst uns singen! 

singet alle, lasst uns frohlich sein. 

Es lebe der Wein! 


Es lebe das Land, wo er uns reift! 
Es lebe das Fass, das ihn verwahrt! 
Es lebe der Krug, woraus er fliesst! 


Kommt ihr Briider! fiillt die Kannen, 
leert die Becher, lasst uns frohlich sein. 
Haida! 


Nun ténen die Pfeifen und wirbelt die Trommel. 
Hier kreischet die Fiedel, da schnarret die Leier, 
und dudelt der Bock. 


Hurray! Here’s the wine! 

The barrels have been filled, 

Now let’s be happy. 

Hurray! Scream at the top of your lungs! 


Drink, brothers, and be happy. 
Everybody sing and be happy! 
Hurray! Long live the wine! 


Long live the land that ripens it! 
Long live the cask that nurtures it! 
Long live the pitchers from which it pours! 


Come, brothers, fill the tankards, 
Drain the glasses, and be happy. 


Now the fifes and drums are playing. 

The fiddles are scraping and the hurdy-gurdy is 
wheezing, 

And the bag-pipe is droning. 


Schon hiipfen die Kleinen und springen die 
Knaben. 

Dort fliegen die Madchen, im Arme der Burschen, 
den landlichen Reihn. 

Haisa, hopsa, lasst uns htpfen! 

Jauchzet, larmet! Springet, tanzet! lachet, 
singet! 

Nun fassen wir den letzten Krug, und singen 


dann in vollem Chor dem freudenreichen 
Rebensaft! 


Es lebe der Wein, der edle Wein, der Grillen und 
Harm verscheucht! 
Sein Lob ertoéne laut und hoch in tausendfachem 


Jubelschall! 

Haida, lasst uns frdhlich sein, aus vollem Halse 
schrein, 

Juh! Juh! 


The children are skipping and leaping, 


The girls are flying through the-lines of dancers on 
the arms of their partners. 

Hurray! let’s skip and jump and dance. 

Scream, and be noisy, laugh and sing, leap and 
dance! 


Now seize the last jug and sing in chorus to the 
happy-making wine: 


Long live the wine, the noble wine that chases grief 
and melancholy away. 
Its praise proclaim loud and clear. 


Be happy! Scream at the top of your lungs! 


Hurray! Hurray! 


WINTER 


XXIX. OVERTURE AND RECITATIVE 
(The Overture paints the thick fogs at the beginning of Winter) 


Nun senket sich das blasse Jahr, und fallen Dunste kalt herab. Die Berg’ umhiillt ein grauer Dampf, 
der endlich auch die Flachen driickt, und am Mittage selbst der Sonne matten Strahl verschlingt. 
Aus Lapplands Hohlen schreitet er, der sturmisch dustre Winter jetzt. Vor seinem Tritt erstarrt in 


banger Stille die Natur. 


Now the dying year sinks to rest, and chilling mists rollin. Gray mist envelops the mountains and 
descends to the plains; even at noon the sun shines forth in feeble rays. 
From Lapland’s icy caves Winter comes with gloomy storms, and Nature at his step congeals in 


anxious quiet. 


XXX. CAVATINA (Jane) 


Licht und Leben sind geschwachet, 
Warm’ und Freude sind verschwunden. 
Unmutsvollen Tagen folget 

schwarzer Nachte lange Dauer. 


Light and life have weakened, 
Warmth and joy have vanished. 
Dreary days follow 

Lengthy nights of darkness. 


XXXI. RECITATIVE 


Gefesselt steht der breite See, gehemmt in seinem Laufe der Strom. Im Sturze vom tiirmenden Felsen 
hangt, gestockt und stumm der Wasserfall. Im diirren Haine tont kein Laut. Die Felder deckt, die Taler fillt 
ein’ ungeheure Flockenlast. Der Erde Bild ist nun ein Grab, wo Kraft und Reiz erstorben liegt, wo Leichen- 
farbe traurig herrscht, und wo dem Blicke weit umher nur 6de Wiistenei sich zeigt. 


The sea is fettered, the tide is chained in its course. The waterfalls stock still and mute hang from the 
towering rocks. In barren fields no sound is heard. The meadows and the valleys stand covered by a mon- 
strous weight of snowflakes. The earth is a picture of a grave where strength and charm lie dead, where 
death’s pallor rules, and where only bleak wasteland is seen. 


XXXII. ARIA (Lucas) 


Hier steht der Wandrer nun, 
verwirrt und zweifelhaft, 

wohin den Schritt er lenken soll. 
Vergebens suchet er den Weg, 

ihn leitet weder Pfad noch Spur, 
vergebens strenget er sich an, 

und watet durch den tiefen Schnee, 
er findt sich immermehr verirrt. 


Jetzt sinket ihm der Mut, 

und Angst beklemmt sein Herz, 
da er den Tag sich neigen sieht, 
und Midigkeit und Frost 

ihm alle Glieder lahmt. 


Doch plotzlich trifft sein spahend Aug’ 
der Schimmer eines nahen Lichts. 


Da lebt er wieder auf, 

vor Freude pocht sein Herz. 

Er geht, er eilt der Hiitte zu, 

wo starr und matt er Labung hofft. 


Here stands a wanderer, 

Bewildered and confused, 

Which way to take. 

Vainly he seeks the path; 

Neither footprint nor lane guides him, 
He stretches every nerve 

Dragging through the drifted snow 
Only to find himself more confused. 


His courage sinks, 

Fear clutches his heart 

As he sees the daylight running out 
And frost and exhaustion 

Reach every limb. 


Suddenly his watchful eye 
Catches the shimmer of a near-by light. 


He lives again, 

His heart throbs with joy. 

He goes, he runs to the cottage 

Where, numbed and wet, his spirit revives. 


XXXII. RECITATIVE 


So wie er naht, schallt in sein Ohr, durch heulende Winde nur erst geschreckt, heller Stimmen lauter 
Klang. Die warme Stube zeigt ihm dann des Dérfchens Nachbarschaft, vereint im trauten Kreise, den Abend 
zu verkiirzen, mit leichter Arbeit und Gesprach. Am Ofen schwatzen hier vor ihrer Jugendzeit die Vater. Zu 
Korb und Reuse flicht die Weidengert, und Netze strickt der Sohne muntrer Haufe dort. Am Rocken 
spinnen die Miitter, am laufenden Rade die Téchter; und ihrem Fleiss belebt ein ungekunstelt frohes Lied. 


As he nears, he hears, first frightened by the howling wind, the noises of cheerful voices. The warm 
room is filled with neighbors of the little village, sitting in a circle, shortening the evening with light work 
and gossip. At the fireplace the fathers are babbling about their youth; fixing wicker baskets with willows 
and weaving nets, the sons make a happy group. The mothers are at the spindles while their daughters are 
at the wheel. A lively song lightens their work. 


XXXIV. SONG WITH CHORUS 


Knurre, schnurre, knurre, 
schnurre, Radchen, schnurre! 


Drille, Radchen, lang und fein, 
drille fein ein Fadelein 
mir zum Busenschleier! 


Weber, webe zart und fein, 
webe fein das Schleierlein 
mir zur Kirmesfeier. 


Aussen blank und innen rein 
muss des Madchens Busen sein, 
wohl deckt ihn der Schleier! 


Aussen blank und innen rein, 
fleissig, fromm und sittsam sein, 
locket wackre Freier! 


Groaning, whirring, turning, 
Spin, my wheel, keep turning! 


Spin my wheel, so long and fine, 
Spin a thread quite thin and fine, 
Fit for bosom’s veiling. 


Weaver, weave quite light and fine, 
Weaving e’er this veil of mine, , 
Fit for feast-day wearing. 


Outward smooth and pure within 
Covered with the veil you spin 
Must a maiden’s bosom be. 


Outward smooth and pure within 
Diligent and chaste, will win 
Suitors brave and charming. 


XXXV. RECITATIVE 


Abgesponnen ist der Flachs, nun stehn die Rader still. Da wird der Kreis verengt und von dem 
Mannervolk umringt, zu horchen auf die neue Mar, die Hanne jetzt erzahlen wird. 


Now the flax is wound, and the spinning wheels stand still. The circle narrows, and surrounded by 


the men, Jane tells a tale to amuse them, 


XXXVI. SONG WITH CHORUS 


Ein Madchen, das auf Ehre heilt, 
liebt’ einst ein Edelmann, 

da er schon langst auf sie gezielt, 
traf er allein sie an. 


Er stieg sogleich vom Pferd und sprach: 
Komm, ktsse deinen Herrn! 

sie rief vor Angst und Schrecken: Ach! 
ach ja, von Herzen gern! 


Ei, ei, ei, ei, warum nicht nein? 


Sei ruhig, sprach er, liebes Kind, 
und schenke mir dein Herz! 
denn meine Lieb ist treu gesinnt, 
nicht Leichtsinn oder Scherz. 


Dich mach ich glticklich! 

nimm dies Geld, den Ring, die goldne Uhr, 
und hab ich sonst was dir gefallt, 

o sag’s und fordre nur. 


Ei, ei, ei, ei, das klingt recht fein. 


Nein, sagt sie, das war’ viel gewagt, 
mein Bruder mocht es sehn, 

und wenn er’s meinem Vater sagt, 
wie wird mir’s dann ergehn! 


Er ackert uns hier allzunah, 
sonst kOnnt es wohl geschehn. 
Schaut nur von jenem Higel, da 
konnt ihr ihn ackern sehn! 


Ho, ho, was soll das sein? 


A maid, who kept her honor clean 
Was seen from quite a way 

By a nobleman, who, by mere chance, 
Did meet her one fine day. 


He jumped down from his horse to say: 
“Come, kiss me quick, my dove.”’ 

She cried in fear and trembling, “Why — 
Why yes, that I would love!” 


Hey, hey, ho, ho, why not say no? 


“Be calm,” he said, ‘‘my dear sweet child, 
I give my heart to you; 

No mockery or jest is this, 

My love for you is true.”’ 


“T'll make you happy! 

Take this money, watch of gold, and ring, 
And if all this is not enough, 

Just ask for anything.” 


Hey, hey, ho, ho, that sounds quite good! 


“No, no,”’ said she, “‘that’s not so good; 
My brother might just see, 

And if he told my father — wow! 
That’s not so good for me!” 


“He’s plowing all too close to us, 
Or else it would be fun. 

Look over yonder hillside there, 
You ll see where he’s begun.” 


Ho, ho, hey, hey, is this for fun? 


Indem der Junker geht und sieht, And while the squire went off to look, 


Schwingt sich das lose Kind She jumped as quick’s could be 

auf seinen Rappen und entflieht Upon the horse that he'd forsook. 
geschwinder als der Wind. Fleet as the wind rode she. 

Lebt wohl, rief sie, mein gnadger Herr, “Good health,” she cried, “‘my noble knight, 
so rach ich meine Schmach! Your insult now is done.” 

Ganz eingewurzelt stehet er And quite astonished by the sight, 

und gafft ihr staunend nach. He knew the girl had won! ” 

Ha, ha, das war recht fein. Ha, ha, ho, ho, that’s neatly done. 


XXXVII. RECITATIVE 


Vom dirren Oste dringt ein scharfer Eishauch jetzt hervor. Schneidend fahrt er durch die Luft, 
verzehret jeden Dunst und hascht des Tieres Odem selbst. Des grimmigen Tyranns des Winters Sieg ist nun 
vollbracht und stummer Schrecken driuckt den ganzen Umfang der Natur. 


From the barren east a fierce ice storm blows up. Slicing through the air, it cuts the fog and even 
stifles the animals’ breath. The victory of that grim tyrant Winter is now complete; dumb terror strikes the 
whole of Nature. 


XXXVIII. ARIA AND RECITATIVE (Simon) 


Erblicke hier, betorter Mensch, Consider, O deluded man 
erblicke deines Lebens Bild! The picture of your life. 
Verblihet ist dein kurzer Lenz, Faded is your short Spring, 
erschopfet deines Sommers Kraft. Exhausted is your summer’s strength. 
Schon welkt dein Herbst dem Alter zu, Already your autumn has withered into old age 
schon naht der bleiche Winter sich, Already pallid winter draws near 
und zeiget dir das offne Grab. And points you to the waiting grave. 
Wo sind sie nun, die hoh’n Entwiirfe, Where are ye now, lofty schemes, 
die Hoffnungen von Gliick, High hopes of fortune, 
die Sucht nach eitlem Ruhme, The seeking after idle fame, 
der Sorgen schwere Last? The heavy weight of cares? 
Wo sind sie nun, die Wonnetage, Where are ye now, ye days of pleasure, 
verschwelgt in Uppigkeit? Gobbled up in fleshliness? 
Und wo die frohen Nachte And where are ye, O happy nights 
im Taumel durchgewacht? Passed sleepless in revelry? 
Wo sind sie nun? wo? Where are ye now? Where? 
Verschwunden sind sie wie ein Traum! They have vanished like a dream. 
Nur Tugend bleibt! Only virtue lasts! 


Sie bleibt allein, und leitet uns unwandelbar durch Zeit und Jahreswechsel, durch Jammer oder 
Freude, bis zu dem hochsten Ziele hin. 


It alone remains and guides us eternally through time and change of seasons, through misery or joy 
to our highest goal. 


(continued on next page) 


XXXIX. TRIO AND DOUBLE CHORUS 


Dann bricht der grosse Morgen an, 
der Allmacht zweites Wort erweckt 
zum neuen Dasein uns, 

von Pein und Tod auf immer frei. 


Die Himmelspforten 6offnen sich, 
der heilge Berg erscheint, 

ihn kront des Herren Zelt, 

wo Ruh und Friede thront. 


Wer darf durch diese Pforte gehn? 
Der Arges mied und Gutes tat! 
Wer darf besteigen diesen Berg? 
Von dessen Lippen Wahrheit floss! 
Wer darf in diesem Zelte wohnen? 
Der Armen und Bedrangten half! 
Wer wird den Frieden dort geniessen? 
Der Schutz und Recht der Unschuld gab! 


O seht, der grosse Morgen naht! 
O seht, er leuchtet schon! 

Die Himmelspforten 6ffnen sich, 
der heilge Berg erscheint! 


Voriber sind, verbrauset sind die leidenvollen 
Tage, 

des Lebens Winterstiirme! 

Ein ew’ger Fruhling herrscht, und grenzenlose 
Seligkeit wird der Gerechten Lohn! 


Auch uns werd einst ein solcher Lohn! 
Lasst uns wirken, lasst uns streben! 
Lasst uns kampfen, lasst uns harren, 
zu erringen diesen Preis! 


Uns leite deine Hand, o Gott! 
verleih uns Stark und Mut! 

Dann singen wir. Dann gehn wir ein 
in deines Reiches Herrlichkeit! 


Amen! 


Then the glorious morning will break, 
The promise of the Almighty 

Wakes us to new life 

Free from pain and death forever. 


The heavenly gates will open, 
The holy mountain will appear, 
The Lord’s dwelling place, 
Where rest and peace abide. 


Who shall enter into these gates? 
He who shuns evil and does good. 
Who shall climb this mountain? 
He whose lips speak truth. 
Who shall dwell in this holy place? 
He who has helped the poor and needy. 
Who shall enjoy its peace? 
He who gave shelter and justice to the innocent. 


Behold, the glorious morning dawns! 
Behold, it shines already. 

The heavenly portals open, 

The holy mountain shines forth! 


Gone, vanished are the sorrow-laden days of life’s 
wintery storms! 

Eternal Spring reigns at last 
and boundless blessedness will be 
the reward of the righteous. 


May such reward at last come to us! 
Let us work, let us strive, 
Let us await it, and let us gain it 

at the last. 


Guide us by thy hand, O God. 
Renew in us courage and strength. 
Then shall we sing and go forth 
Into the glory of thy kingdom. 


Amen. 





Thomas Dunn Artistic Director 
Of Thomas Dunn’s work it has been said 


_ it is a mixture of ivory tower and theater. 


He has incensed The New York Times by 
performing Bach’s B-Minor Mass with 
the same number of singers and players 
Bach himself used, and he has not hesi- 
tated to send an ensemble of beagles on 
stage at Avery Fisher Hall for the 
performance of a Hunting Symphony by 
Leopold Mozart. Mr. Dunn is a graduate 


of Johns Hopkins University, the Peabody 


Conservatory of Music, and Harvard 
University, and as a Fulbright Scholar in 
Amsterdam was the first American to be 
awarded the Diploma in Orchestral Con- 
ducting, The Netherlands’ highest award 
in music. He has been an organist, 
church music director, college professor, 
and editor. Appointed Artistic Director of 
the Handel & Haydn Society in 1967, Mr. 
Dunn has been a vital force in Boston’s 
musical life since his inaugural concerts 
in December of that year, when he gave 
Boston its first hearing of Mozart's edi- 
tion of Handel’s Messiah. 


Gerald Tarack Concertmaster 

Violinist Gerald Tarack has carved out for 
himself an unusual career as a freelance 
concertmaster. He plays on a regular 
basis with the Mostly Mozart Festival 
Orchestra, the Symphony of the New 
World, Clarion Concerts, and the Bach 
Aria Group. He is music director of the 
Tarack Chamber Ensemble, a group of 15 
musicians who perform without a con- 
ductor. Appearances with many different 
classical chamber orchestras are mixed 
with dates in the pop recording studio. 
His unique specialty is in such demand 
that bookings often stretch out a year in 
advance. Several dance companies, includ- 
ing the Alvin Ailey Dance Theatre, 
depend on him to assemble the best pro- 
fessional musicians in New York for their 
performances. Mr. Tarack has toured 
Europe, the Far East, and the Soviet 
Union. As a soloist he has recorded the 
Hindemith unaccompanied Sonata 
(Nonesuch), Sonatas of Ravel and 
Poulenc (Sine Qua Non), and music of 
Schubert (Vanguard). 


Two great 
performers 
are NOW 
appearing 
together. 


Brookline Trust 
and 
Harbor National 


Bank 
of Boston. 


When it comes to personal or 
business banking, Brookline 
Trust’s performance is unmatched. 
Likewise, Harbor National’ per- 
formance is second to none. And 
now, as members of the Patriot 
Bancorporation, they'll be per- 
forming better than ever. So what- 
ever financial service you need, 
from a personal checking account 
to a business loan, simply appear 
at the Brookline Trust or Harbor 


National office nearest you. 
Harbor National Bank of Boston 
In Boston at: 57 Franklin St., 1 Court St. 
Telephone (617) 451-9100 
Brookline Trust Company 
In Brookline at: 1341 Beacon St., 1627 Beacon St., 

1228 Boylston St., 1 Harvard St. 

Telephone (617) 739-7000 


I~ PATRIOT 


BANCORPORATION 


Member FDIC 
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PERFORMANCE... 


The Measure of Achievement 






























Control Data insti- 
tute trains people 
for career entry 
job performance 
in the computer 
industry. 

It’s an exciting 
field and the U.S. 
Labor Department 
predicts a high rate 
of career opportu- 
nities into the 
1980's. We offer no 
guarantees of success but we will show you 
the placement records of our graduates. 

For information on Computer 
Programming/Operations or Computer 
Service Technology courses, call us at 
617-272-4070. 

Control Data Institute. We provide the 
chance for you to perform. 


CONTROL DATA 
INSTITUTE 
GP ZontROL DATA CORPORATION 


20 North Avenue, Burlington, MA 01803 272-4070 
1776 Heritage Drive, Quincy, MA 02171 (617) 328-5353 





LIC Py. a of Ed Comm of Mass 
proved for Eligible Veterans 


710 stay in Boston 
is to Stay at the 


| COPLEY PLAZA | 


The Grande Dame of Boston. 
Operated by Hotels of Distinction, Inc. 


Copley Square, Boston, Massachusetts 02116 
617-267-5300 or toll free, 800-225-7654 





FOR THOSE THAT DEMAND EXCELLENCE 


PDO 


Printing 


Quality Raised or Flat Printing on Fine 
Strathmore and Crane Papers 
Stationery @ Announcements ® Brochures 
GP 


45 Batterymarch e Boston e 542-0703 


td BS 
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Where you re always in fashion! 
sini Nob eg 





FLORSHEIM 
THAYER MCNEIL’ 


350 Boylston * Chestnut Hill * Burlington Mall » South 
Shore Plaza * Natick Mall * North Shore Shopping 
Center 


Reward Yourself 


Why not live conveniently in a gracious 
Longfellow Place apartment. Spectacular 
views, private terraces, landscaped __ 
rounds. Visit our Rental Office on Stani- 
ord Street. Open 9-6, Monday through 
Saturday. Noon to five on Sunday. For an 
appointment, call 742-2920. Compli-. 
mentary parking while at Rental Office. 


Longfellow 
‘f'Place 


One & Four Longfellow Place 
Boston, Massachusetts 02114 
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A limousine 


is still the best 
revenge. 





G 
Cet SOI 


Personalized Chauffeur Service 
“Care, Courtesy and Comfort” 
- Cadillac Limousines 
- Rolls-Royces 
- Luxury Vans 
- Sedans 


926-1600 


Karaian Limousine Corporation 
Executive Service 
Watertown, MA 02172 


Fre € PD) oF LONDON 


Cotton for Spring 
Leotards & Tights 


Makers of the World’s 
Finest Ballet Shoes 


142 Newbury St. © Boston ® 267-0778 
ax ED 


tenses etn 


x. MARATHON 


(AE) MESSENGERS 


367-6793 


Boston’s Bicycle Delivery Service 










=__BOSTON’S BEST 


> WordsWorth 


Music & Drama Books 
at Discount Prices 





30 Brattle Street, Cambridge/Open 7 days & nights 
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Bostons 
favorite table jj 
for over . 
100 years. 


Priv ate dining 
rooms available 


Valet parking 
after six 
from Temple Place 


After theater 
menu served 
until midnight 


Reservations: 
617-542-1340 


ho 
ri 


LOCKE-OBER CAFE 


The American Express Card. 
Dont leave home without it. 


PROMISE 
HER THE MOON 


THEN TAKE HER DANCING 
AT THE BAY TOWER 


> 
* 


Were 33 stories over Boston, with a view of the 
waterfront and harbor that’s guaranteed to put stars in 
your eyes. Dancing to Larry Cooper's Big Band sound 
begins at 8 PM Monday through Saturday, and parking 
is available under our building. So, after all these years of 
promising her the moon, let us help you deliver. Reserva- 
tions requested for dinner im, Only. 723-1666. 


60 State Street, Boston < 
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Rev. Michael Pearson 

Susan Peterson & John Teal 
Jeffry Pond 

Mr. & Mrs. David C. Poskanzer 
Laura Power 

Mr. & Mrs. Norman F. Ramsey 
Emily Raspberry 

Brian Roake 

Annetta Robertson 

Dr. Arthur G. Robins 

Dwight R. Robinson 

Dr. Fernando Rodriguez-Villa 
Robert P. Romanowski 

Dr. & Mrs. James Ross 

Dr. & Mrs. Ralph A. Ross 

J. Ruthven Ryan 

Barbara T. Schaechter 

John C. Scully 

Mr. & Mrs. Bernard Shriber 
Edward J. Sibelian 

Mr. & Mrs. Robert C. Silver 
Thomas W. Smith 

Susan E. Sprague 

Ruth M. Steele 

Mr. & Mrs. John E. Taft 
Elizabeth L. Taylor 

Mr. & Mrs. Lawrence Thompson 
Leon Thresher 

Rodrigo A. Trevino-Lozano 
Mr. & Mrs. Carl Thor 
Florence E. Trooboff 

R. Brough Turner 

Mr. & Mrs. Richard K. Vartabedian 





Se ae ee 
Mr. & Mrs. George Volinn 


Ann M. Walker 
Alfred C. Walton 
Charles I. White 


Richard F. & Kathleen M. White 


Sandra L. Wiegand 
Jean B. Wilkins 


Mr. Bernard K. Whoolery 


Janice K. Woods 
John M. Woolsey, Jr. 
Joshua Wynne 


Other Telefund Contributors. 


Jane Abbott 

Marie C. Abbruzzese 

Bernita L. Anderson 

Richard B. Anderson 

James R. Andrew 

John C. Armington 

Gregory E. Atkinson 

Anthony M. Aufiero 

Paul C. Bamberg 

Paul Basken 

Elaine Beilin 

Julian Bene 

Frank Bequaert 

S. Newton Berliner 

Christine A. Biron 

Dr. J. Bleier 

HJ. Boothroyd 

Kathleen A. Bower 

Mr. & Mrs.Michael L. 
Bradley 

Martha L. Brill 

August D. Brown 

Susan E. Brown 

Dr. Robert E. Brownlee 

Mr. John J. Buckley 

Mr. & Mrs. Turner Bynun 

Dr. & Mrs. Caglayan 

Gary Calabrese 

Mr. J. Andrew Canale 

David Carrier 

Joseph Chingros 

Eugene Ciccarelli 

Rebecca Brynn Clifford 

Barbara Clivio 

Janis M. Colburn 

Naomi Congalton 

Nancy A. Costa 

Prof. S.P. Cowardin, III 

Robert E. Culbertson 

David A. Curtis 

David B. Damon 

Philip W. Darby 

Gayle M. Delaney 

Mr. Jeffrey E. Diluglio 

Juliana F. Dodge 

K. Domoto 

Mr. & Mrs. Douglas 
Denninger 

Dr. & Mrs. James R. 
Diederich 


Natalie R. Dunham 
Elizabeth & Robert Eagan 
Terrence Earls 
Leslie Eckel 
Taylor Eighmy 
Dr. J.V. Evans 
Jay R. Farone 
Rev. & Mrs. Richard Faxan 
Natalia Fernandez 
Michael M. Fiveash 
Robert L. Flaherty 
Elizabeth G. Flemings 
Mrs. Thomas H. Forman 
Virginia M. Fortuna 
Howard N. Frank 
Ernst Frankel 
Paul Freeland 
Dr. Frances Garfield 
Marcia Gehrett 
Tom Gerendas 
John Gitlin 
Harold Goodglass 
Elizabeth H. Gorman 
Herbert Grandy 
Anne W. Grisaru 
Dr. Lawrence Halzel 
Brother John 

Hamilton, D.EX. 
Mrs. Richard Handy 
Eric Hanson 
Stephen Hanson 
Hermann & Eleanor Haus 
Alice J. Hausman 
Eric A. Henderson 
Karen Hohner 
Marie Humblat 
Van-Thi Huynh 
Mr. Richard Ingwall 
Suzanne V. Johnson 
Rose M. Joyce 


. James Kahn 


Denise Karuth 

Ann B. Kolvig 

Michael A. Kovash 
Paula Kowalczuk 

Dr. & Mrs. Gary Kraus 
Michael & Ilana Kraus 
Dr. Laurence J. Krenis 
Dr. Irene Kuter 

Roger Lamoureux 


All's Well ) 
That Ends Well 


Especially at Café Tremont. 
Whether you prefer a light supper 
after the theater, or simply coffee 
and a marvelous pastry, it’s the final 
act to a perfect evening. 









S 


——\a ld 
2 EN@\ 


CAFE 
yr 


at the Parker House, 





Tremont and School Streets, Boston, MA 
227-8600 





4 ag 


STAR ofr SIAM 


authentic Thai recipes 


Luncheons 11:30-2:30 Mon-Fri 
Dinners 5 PM-10:30 Tues-Sun 


93 Church St., Boston tel. 451-5236 
(Opp. Park Plaza Hotel & Statler Office Bldg.) 
Beer/wines — Maior credit cards 









Your perfect angel. 


Take stock in America. 
Buy US. Savings Bonds. 
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Imaginez la crevette. 


Imagine cuisine so elegant 
the shrimp whispers to you in french. 


Then come to Dertads 
and experience. 
Tonight. 

ERTAD Reservations 
recommended. 
(617) 354-1234. 
i. the Shovaton: Valet parking. 

Commander Hotel 
BURA a Ta TRY op 
Cambridge. 


ROOF GARDEN 
OPEN DAILY 
EXCEPT 
SUNDAYS 


al : ; 3 . 3 
-Amenican Cuisine 
SINCE 1875 
10-11 BOSWORTH ST., BOSTON, MA 423-6340 


Before on atten a fine performance 


DAO 


Fine Dtalian Cuisine 


269 NEWBURY STREET 
Dinner Sun - Thurs ‘tl 11 30 Fri & Sat ‘tl 12 30 
Valet parking 262 4810 
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11 A.M.—10 P.M. 
a) 





Rosamond Langella 
Kay Langley 
Raymond C. Lantz, Jr. 
Arthur Lawler 
Edwin M. Leach 
Frank F. Lee 
Margrit Lichterfeld 
Karen K. Lindfors 
Thomas E. Lockary 
Jane G. Lucas 
Walter J. Madden 
Samuel H.S. Magruder 
Marian M. Maguire 
Merry] Maleska 
Mrs. Nancy Mario 
Charles Marotta 
Mrs. Chester T. Marvin 
Bernard Maslow 
Mark A. Mayer 
William McCormick 
Judith McDonough 
Mary P. McLaughlin 
Michael S. McNally 
Robert Melia 
John Meyn 
Helen S. Millet 
Mary A. Mogavero 
Dorothy A. Mooney 
Mary Moran 
Dorothy L. Moser 
Betty Morningstar 
R. Mullins & M. Racine 
C. William Newell 
Eleanor Osborne 
Dr. & Mrs. Donald 
Ottenstein 
John R. Packard 
Robert Palladino 
Kenneth S. Palmer 
Stanley Plona 
John Posner 
Esther Pusineri 
Mogens Ravn 
Francine Recupido 
Thomas H. Reichard 
Bodo A. Reichenbach 
Noreen P. Reilly 
Pamela S. Reynolds 
Michael Rivera 
Joseph O. Roberts 
Albert S. Robinson 
Pam Rodman 
Virginia Rogers 
John N. Rossettos 


David Rouillard 

Edith M. Routier 

Rabbi B.Z. Rudavsky 

Dr. & Mrs. Edwin W. 
Salzman 

Frank Sanel 

Barbara Saunders 

Marguerite Scott 

John Serber 

Joan M. Sinex 

Helen Slotkin 

Murray Slovis 

Andrew Sobel 

Rabbi Rifat Sonsino 

Gordon R. Sparks 

Ruth M. Starzyk 

John Stevens 

Mrs. Bernice K. 
Stockman 

Carolyn M. Straub 

Murton Sudikoff 

Carol M. Tachjian 

Nicolo Torre 

Mr. & Mrs. Kenneth 
Trevett 

David Tubridy 

Mr. & Mrs. Gerald Tutor 

David Velten 

Barbara B. Vidulich 

Dana L. Wade 

Charlton Walter 

Sze-Kar Wan 

Rob Webber 

Jane Wojcik 

Alex F. Wormser 

Mary Wornat 

Edward M. Yanco 


Matching Memberships 

Beatrice Fod Company 

Johnson & Higgins of 
Massachusetts, Inc. 


Corporate Members 
GenRad Foundation 


Houghton Mifflin Company 


Johnson & Higgins of 
Massachusetts, Inc. 
Levy Foundation 
Mobil Oil Corporation 
Stone Foundation 





(Continued from page 7) 


recalls. “I didn’t have to be nude, but 
there was a young lady who, well. . . 
Word got back to school that I was in an 
X-rated play. The administration wanted 
me to drop out. I said no, and we had a 
big fight. Teachers were sent to look at 
the play, and to censor it. I refused to 
quit. Finally, they backed off.” Vichi 
remained in the play, and got a raise to 
$10 a performance. He was beginning to 
receive recognition as an actor. 

The next few years found Gerry Vichi 
commuting from Milford and Holliston, 
Mass., where he lived and taught school, 
to New Hampshire, where he was becom- 
ing a local favorite with audiences at the 
American Stage Festival and the 88 
Dinner Theatre. As a regular at the 88 in 
Nashua, he appeared in more shows dur- 


He sings and dances as though 
he’s been doing it for years. 


ing the five years of the dinner theater’s 

existence than had any other actor. Peo- 

ple identified with him. He was a perfect 
Neil Simon hero; the man next door who 
doesn’t quite know how to cope with the 
world around him. 

During this period Vichi began appear- 
ing in Boston-produced radio and tele- 
vision commercials. But despite his local 
theatrical success, he continued teaching 
and directing the high school productions 
at Holliston High. Then in 1977 he was 
cast opposite Margaret O’Brien in 
a dinner theater production of Tunnel of 
Love. But this dinner theater was in 
Raleigh, North Carolina, too far to com- 
mute from Holliston. 

Since it was May, and the school year 
was nearly over, Vichi took a leave of 
absence, and left Holliston. He has never 
gone back. Following Tunnel of Love he was 
immediately cast as Felix opposite Dan 
Dailey as Oscar in The Odd Couple. By the 
end of summer, he had made his decision. 























The ea am 


evening 
Enjoy dinner 1n the celebrated 
57 Restaurant before curtain. Then, 
a nightcap in the piano lounge. The 57 
1s gust steps from all the theatres. 


And even closer to perfection. 
The 





Restaurant 
close to perfect. 
200 Stuart Street, Boston, MA 
Reservations: (617) 423-5700 


All credit cards welcome. 
Validated indoor parking. 





Stop i ike 'S ane 

” feast on one of 30 varieties of 

fresh fish served daily in our restaurants, 
oyster bars or our ‘‘take-out’’ markets. 

All just a short walk from the Theater District. 


it LEGAL SEA FOODS 


Boston Park Plaza Hotel e also Rte. 9, Chestnut Hill 


“If it isn’t fresh, it isn’t Legal’’SM 


BUN 


D 8 
PaO 


‘Ye Ladies and Gentlemen’ 


An authentic pub imported 
from England offering warmth, 
comfort, fine foods, ales and 
celebrated spirits. 
‘A little bit of yesterday to-day” 
North Market - Faneuil Hall Marketplace 
Boston, MA 227-7004 
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Ot Botolphs Restaurant? 











A charming 19th Century Townhouse 
serving superb continental cuisine 

in contemporary informal elegance. 
Offering lunch and dinner with a variety 
of fresh seafood specials daily, and our 
after theatre cafe menu till midnight. 









Serving ~ 

Lunch: 12:00-2:30 weekdays 

Dinner: 6:00-10:30 Sun.- Thurs. 
6:00-12:00 Fri.-Sat. 


Brunch: 11:00-3:00 Sat. & Sun. 








reservations: 266-3030 


99 St. Botolph Street 
behind the Colonnade Hotel 












ae STELLA 
Nt OF BOSTON 


East India Row Adjacent the 
N.E. Aquarium overlooking 
Boston Harbor. 


227-3559 


Fine Italian-American Cuisine 
Validated Parking 














ie 


k ONE * ONE * ONE & 


UNION OYSTER HOUSE 
4] Union St.- 227-2750 
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He withdrew $9000 from his teachers’ 
retirement fund and moved to New York. 
A friend introduced Vichi to an agent. 
On his first audition he was cast in a net- 
work commercial . . . his New York career 
off to a galloping start. Although the next 

commercial was longer in coming, Vichi 
soon began to get calls. Since then, he’s 
been seen in dozens of network commer- 
cials. Turn on your television, and you'll 
see Vichi at any time of the day or night. 
He’s the on-camera representative for the 
New England Egg Council. He’s the 
“Butcher” in a series of commercials for 
Ralston Purina Butcher Blend Dog Food. 
(Ralston Purina appears to be grooming 
him as the Mr. Whipple of the dog 
world.) He and Nancy Walker have 
sopped up their mess with Bounty paper 
towels; and he has appeared in commer- 
cials for Fruit of The Loom, Core C 
Vitamins, Spidel Watch Bands, Vicks 


“IT wanted to do something that 
would make me happy.” 


Day Care, Reader’s Digest, and on and 
on and on. 

Vichi has also had his share of theatri- 
cal appearances. He performed with Al 
Pacino in the off-Broadway Circle in the 
Square workshop production Jungle of the 
Cities and toured in the national company 
of The 1940s Radio Hour. And then there is 
Woman of the Year, which marked his 
Broadway debut. On March 26 the show 
and Gerry celebrate their first year on 
Broadway. 

Gerry is not a walk-on or chorus boy in 
this production. He plays Pinky, a cartoon- 
ist pal of Sam Craig, who’s portrayed by 
Harry Guardino. His character is seen 
throughout the play, and he sings and 
dances as though he’s been doing it for 
years. When the show was nominated for 
an Emmy award last year, Gerry joined 
star Bacall in the television presentation 
number. 

Although Gerry took a considerable 
financial risk when he resigned from his 
steady and reliable teaching job (this was 

(Continued on page 30) 











“‘T’m going to feel a bit embarrassed 
being in an ad,”’ she said. 
“I think you’ll look terrific,’’ he replied. 
‘But who cares? We’re not the story, 
we re just telling it.’’ 
/ “You mean about how a cocktail at 
| Jason’s led to a Quiche Lorraine lunch and 
dloeW Re itom sulsleat elo mellrelourteve| 
Men Ao 
‘‘And,”’ he interrupted, ‘‘if this begins a 
new career for us, we’ll owe that all to 
“Jason's, too.”’ 


Ww JASONS 


IRIROLivesleOsmincomAcPaelee 








Handel & Haydn 


Thomas Dunn, Artistic Director 
Gary Wedow, Associate Conductor 
Endel Kalam, Associate Conductor 


Jeffrey K. Neilan, Director of Marketing 


and Development 


Catherine E. Coombs, Business Manager 
Allyn D. Muth, Office Manager 


Joseph Dyer, Musicologist 


Wesley Horner, Media Consultant 
Foley, Hoag & Eliot, Legal Counsel 
Rick Horton, Graphics Consultant 


Ben Day, Graphic Design 


The Richard/Turner Group, Graphic Design 
Tomlinson Holman, Audio Consultant 
Anthony Quintavalla, Theater Consultant 


Board of Governors 
* George E. Geyer, President 


* Jerome Preston, Jr., Vice President 


* James B. Farmer, Secretary 
* Robert C. Yens, Treasurer 
Mitchell Adams 
James S. Cook 
George Cuker 
Richard Dwight 


Ciro’s is time. 


Reservations accepted, of course. 


500 Boylston Street, Boston 437-0500 
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Leonard Fein 
Wilbur D. Fullbright 
Peter T. Gibson 

x Rosalie A. Griesse 
Peter J. Griffin 
Martha Hatch 
Tomlinson Holman 
A. Harold Howell 


* L. Edward Lashman 

* Sheila D. Perry 
David A. Rogovin 
James B. White 


Rhys Williams 
Estah Yens 
Rya W. Zobel 


“Members of the Executive Committee 


Corporators 

Anne W. Adamson 
Paul Allen 

Leo Beranek 
Margaret Power Biggs 
Roger Broome 
Phyllis Towne Cook 
TJ. Coolidge, Jr. 
Barbara E. Farmer 
Robert Gerling 

Vera Ryen Gregg 
Steven Grossman 
George J. Guilbault 
Frederick A. Haffenreffer 
Jean Haffenreffer 
Doris Bernays Held 
Thomas M.S. Hemnes 
Anneliese Henderson 
Richard Herbold 
Mimi B. Hewlett 
Roger M. Hewlett 
Helen M. Kukuk 
Linda J. McIntosh 
Russell Maurer 
David Moran 

John H. Nerl 
Andrew Olins 
Robert C. Ringe 
John W. Sears 

Robert Silver 

Paul Twist 


“Don't the people who lunch at Ciros ever re. 2a 


The fact is, the essence of great Northern Italian cuisine, be it 
lunch, Sunday brunch or dinner, . time. Plan i it, look forward 
to it. For other than money, the only thing you’! | have to spend at 


Nancy Vappi 
Donald R. Ware 
Susan Ware 
Merrill Weingrod 
Doris Yaffe 
Robert C. Younes 


Recipients of the 
Handel & Haydn Medal 
E. Power Biggs 

Hugues Cuenod 

Mme. Renee Longy 
Arthur Mendel 

The City of Boston 


Honorary Members 
Hugues Cuenod 
Kenneth F. George 
Robert L. Gerling 
Benjamin A. Liftle 
Hon. Henry Cabot Lodge 
Florence Luscomb 
Archibald MacLeish 
David T.W. McCord 
Elliot Norton 

John H. Powell 
Sidney R. Rabb 

Alan A. Smith 
Randall Thompson 
Hon. Kevin H. White 


Ciro&Sals 


Nothing good happens fast. 





Handel & Haydn 


Information 


Subscriber & Member Hotline: 266-4048 

Ticket Information and Ticket 
Exchanges: 266-3605 

Group Ticket Sales: 482-3424 

Handel & Haydn Business Office: 
266-3605 


The Handel & Haydn business office, 158 


Newbury Street, Boston 02116, is open 
Monday through Friday, 9:00 a.m. to 5:00 
p.m. For Ticket Information and Ticket 
Exchanges, call 266-3605. Ticket 
exchanges can be made up to 24 hours 
before the earlier performance (each pro- 
gram is performed twice). Subscribers 
may exchange tickets for any available in 
the same price category for the other 
performance. 


Subscriber & Member Hotline. A special 
phone line (266-4048) is available to sub- 
scribers and members only. Our friendly 
staff will be glad to assist you with ques- 


tions or comments about subscriptions 
and memberships. 


Concert Starting Time: 8:00 p.m. All per- 
formances begin promptly at 8:00 p.m. 
Latecomers will not be seated until the 
late-seating break. 


Tickets as Gifts. If you are a subscriber 
unable to attend a concert, we encourage 
you to give your tickets as gifts or return 
them to H&H as a tax-deductible dona- 
tion. If we can resell them, we will send a 
letter acknowledging your contribution 
for tax purposes. 


The Handel & Haydn Society is funded in 
part by the National Endowment for the 
Arts and by the Massachusetts Council 
on the Art and Humanities, a state 
agency whose funds are recommended by 
the Governor and appropriated by the 
State Legislature. 


The taking of photographs and the 
use of recording equipment in this 
hall are not allowed. 


Where s the best place to start 


your shopping? 


Across the street from Boston’s 
most prestigious Stones. 


AFE 
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VALIDATED PARKING 
WITH DINNER 


@ e@ 
Richard Harris 
feasted on his 
Nick’s Sirloin Steak 


Lauren Bacall 


devoured her veal cutlet 
ala parmigiana with linguini 





NICKS 


smack in the heart of Boston's theatre district 
100 Warrenton St. e Open 7 days a week 


LUNCH e DINNER 
(Before/After Theatre) 


Across the street from the 
Metropolitan Center 


482-0930 












300 BOYLSTON ST. - 79 PROVIDENCE ST. 
PARK SQ. BOSTON, MA. (617) 536-2626 
Serving dinner & drinks until 2:00 AM 





the Old 


epee 


Comparr 


laneulans 
45 First Street Cambridge 
5651 600 
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(Continued from page 26) 


before Prop 2%), he has succeeded beyond 
all expectations. “Four years ago I was at 
maximum for a teacher,” he says. “I made 
$16,000. Last year, what with the show 
and all the commercials, I made over 
$100,000.” 

For Gerry Vichi the jump from teach- 
ing and acting part-time in Boston to a 
theater career in New York was worth 
the gamble. But did he do it just for the 
money? Not really. “Before I passed away 
I wanted to do something for myself that 
was more fulfilling than what I was 


Despite his local theatrical 
success, he continued teaching 
and directing high school 
productions. 


doing,” says Vichi. “I wanted to do some- 
thing that would make me happy.” 

Gerry Vichi says that a lot more people 
could be happier than they are, if only 
they weren’t so afraid. “People are afraid 
to do what makes them happy. They get 
into jobs for other reasons, then think it’s 
the only thing that they can do, and 


they’re afraid to leave.” Be) 


Elenore Parker is President of Good News Public Rela- 
tions and the theater reviewer for the Daily Transcript 
in Dedham. Parker was the producer of the 88 Dinner 
Theatre in Nashua, N.H., where Gerry Vichi had much 
of his early success. This story originally appeared in the 
Daily Transcript. 
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180 JULIUS WILE SONS & CO. IMPORTED FROM FRANCE 80 PROOF) 





NEW HYDE PARK, NY 14 
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ULTRA LIGHTS: 5 mg. “tar”, 0.5 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette by FIC method. 
ULTRA LIGHTS 100’s: 5 mg. “tar” , 0.5 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, FIC Report DEC. ‘81. 








Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 





